CHAPTER 165 


October 4, 2011 


“Allllright! Doesn’t it feel great to sweat!? | definitely do!” 


It was the middle of the school day, and most everyone was outside for PE class. 
Justin gripped at his arms, wrapping himself up tightly with his own body in an 
attempt to keep the chilly weather out, to keep a body heat at the very least at the 
minimum levels to survive. It might not have been winter yet, but it sure as hell felt 
it some of these days. This day being one of them. It was like Jack Frost was just 
sitting up there in the clouds looking down on Justin when he decided he was bored 
and sent a fucking blizzard at the guy. Minus the actual snow that made a blizzard 
nice. Justin would have no problems being locked in his house for a week, missing 
school and just playing video games to pass the time. Well at least until he realized 
he only kept a week’s worth of food in the house at any given time anyway. He’d 
either starve to death or freeze trying to crawl his way to Junes. Who would have 
thought eating nothing but instant noodles would be the death of him some day? 


“| feel like my dick just froze and fell off; so no.” Justin muttered sarcastically to 
himself in the back, tapping his leg up and down in an attempt at jumpstarting his 
circulation, heating up his skin by simulating activity. Chie passed him a slight 
glance of concern, and partially of disgust. Some of these analogies Justin came up 
with just left a bad taste in her mouth. Like, of all the things he could have said to 
convey he was freezing his ass off out here, he had to make a dick joke. And not 
even the obvious one either; not that that would really make it any better, but it 
seemed like a wasted opportunity. Disgust aside, however, looking at Justin, his skin 
had grown a pale, almost blue tone as he tried to keep the heat in. It was cold out, 
but not that cold. It was a little concerning actually. 


“Hey, you alright? You look kind of sick.” Chie expressed her concerns for Justin as 
he blew hot air between his hands before rubbing them furiously together. It didn’t 
really work, so instead he just stuck them under his armpits to warm them up as 
best as he could. He bit his lip for a moment, nodding to the best of his ability; 
though even that was a hard process as his skull shook from the chill. 


“| might as well be standing out here in my birthday suit; | think it’d be warmer 
actually.” Justin shrugged a bit, before sneezing; violently so in fact. He wiped his 
nostrils with the length of his index finger, kind of disgusted that they didn’t really 
have any tissues out here for him to use. He’d just have to clean his pants leg off 
later tonight or something and use it for the time being. As disgusting as his choice 
of where to hide his mucus was, Chie continued to stare at him with concerned 
eyes, slowly closing the gap between them. She didn’t buy for a second it was just 


the weather getting to him; his skin was too pale, and really, it wasn’t even that 
cold. A little chilly sure, but not cold by any chance. 


“Please don’t do that.” She remarked before leaning up and pressing the back of 
her hand against Justin’s skull. Justin was needless to say a little caught off guard by 
the motion, eyes darting around to see if anyone was watching as Chie treated him 
like he had caught the plague or something. Seriously, it was just his allergies 
acting up; they did that this time of the year. No need to make a scene out here on 
the field. Chie maneuvered her hand past Justin’s long hair, sliding her fingers 
against the skin as she tried to get his temperature. Of course, since Justin always 
kept his left eye covered by his hair so no one could notice the lack of a pupil in his 
iris, Chie hadn’t really noticed her fingernails slip right into his eyeball. He 
immediately recoiled in pain. Just because that eye was as blind as blind could be, it 
didn’t mean he couldn't feel pain. In fact, aside from the lack of sight, his left eye 
was entirely functional. Probably not anymore now that Chie jabbed him in the eye. 


“FUCK! Goddammit Chie, that eye’s bad enough without you poking it!” Justin 
shouted in pain as he huddled away from Chie, bending over as her pressed his 
palm against his eyeball in an attempt. Chie immediately withdrew her hand and bit 
her finger, as if to punish her hand for straying so far off track from it’s destination. 
It was probably made worse by the fact that her nails were a little long; not like 
ridiculously long mind you, just a tiny bit more than a guy’s would be. Probably tung 
like a bitch to have that thrust into your eyeball. It took a moment, but Justin 
eventually regained his composure, opening his eye and taking a deep breath, 
readjusting his hair so it covered his deformed eye again. A couple of people had 
stopped to stare as he keeled over in pain, but he doubted many, if any, of them 
had seen his eye. Which was good. 


“Oh my god I’m so sorry.” Chie apologized to Justin as he readjusted himself, a 
slight whimper under his voice from the now excruciating pain shooting through his 
skull. One of these days he was gonna have to get that thing plucked out and 
replace it with a glass eye. It’d serve the same purpose, only it would be less painful 
when shit like this happened. Not like anyone would notice the difference anyway. 
Maybe he’d just settle for an eyepatch. That’d be kind of cool, right? “Alright, hold 
Still, I’ll be careful this time.” Chie remarked softly, trying to reach her hand out for 
Justin’s forehead again. He was a little reluctant to allow her hand anywhere near 
his face again, recoiling once in fear, but he eventually subsided to allow her to 
place some pressure on his skin, to get an idea what his temperature was like. 
Really fucking hot, apparently. Also... Justin should really look into getting 
something for those pimples. You couldn’t really see it because his hair was 
covering the way, but he had these stray pimples all along the length of his 
forehead. You’d think it was because his hair was greasy or something, but his hair 
color was too light for it to really be oily. Must just be acne or something. “Christ, 
Justin, you’re burning up.” She remarked with concern as she pulled her hand away 


from his skin, and as he readjusted his hair again before reassuming his huddled up 
position trying to keep the warmth in. 


“I'm fine; really. It’s probably just allergies...” Justin remarked, biting his lip again in 
an attempt at trying to hold his hot breath in, to heat up his insides so that they 
could in turn warm up his outsides. Alas; that’s not really how biology worked, but it 
was worth a shot at the very least, right? He sniffed a bit, trying to stop any stray 
mucus from dripping out his nostrils and onto the grass beneath him. Chie of course 
wasn’t buying for even a second this was just allergies. Justin had some pretty bad 
allergies, sure; but this was a little extreme, even for that. She had never seen 
Justin’s allergies act up so bad that he was shivering like a camel in Antarctica. It 
was definitely a cold or something he had managed to catch, no doubt about it. 


“There’s no color in your cheeks; allergies don’t do that.” Chie pointed out, semi- 
sarcastically as she tried to male Justin realize he really was coming down with 
something. She didn’t know WHAT it was, or if it was even something terribly bad 
he had caught, but it still seemed like it was a good idea for Justin to know what he 
was getting into. Plus; she didn’t want him sneezing on her or something if it was 
contagious. Justin groaned and rubbed at his forehead for a moment, sharp pain 
shooting through his skull; and not even from his eye. He had just assumed it was 
from the cold at first, like a brain freeze, but he wasn’t quite sure anymore. He 
could feel his forehead radiating pure heat as he pinched at his temples; Chie 
wasn’t bluffing when he said he really was burning up. 


“Fuck; I’m really not in the mood to be getting sick. I’ve got shit | need to do.” Justin 
sighed, as if there was ever a mood to be in for getting sick. Besides lazy, he 
supposed. After all, if you had no intention of leaving the house when you were 
suddenly stricken from above with disease, it was just more reason to do what you 
wanted to do in the first place. Justin, however, did not have time to be lazy. Not 
this month anyway. He had been looking into Maya’s costume for her, since she 
seemed pretty damn happy about her costume choice when they were at Junes, and 
what do you know, he found something. Something VERY expensive unfortunately. 
On the bright side, it was quality shit. On the down side, it cost about half of the 
value of Justin’s guitar. Not too bad, but most certainly not a bargain either. He 
really couldn’t afford it on his budget; but with the look on Maya’s face when she 
had suggested it, and all the hardships she had faced over the last month, he 
thought she deserved at least one day to be happy. He had already called Yosuke 
up about getting a part-time job at Junes for the month; or at least until he could 
afford the costume. Strangely, Yosuke was not at all opposed to getting a job for 
Justin; hell, he had outright tried to give him the money without him even showing 
up. It was kind of weird, so Justin turned down his offer of free money. Besides, he 
wasn’t some mooch; he worked for his paycheck, just like everyone else. 


“Hey, don’t push yourself too hard. You don’t need to get worse. Just take it easy for 
a while.” Chie remarked with concern, eyes wide with unease as she stared at 


Justin. She knew how stubborn he could get. Knowing him, he’d probably just brush 
her off and storm out of his bed to do whatever it was he claimed he needed to do, 
regardless of what disease he was carrying within the depths of his chest. Justin 
sighed, leaning his head back to stare up at the clouds above him, as if this really 
required any thought whatsoever. At least, that’s what it looked like; in actuality, he 
just had to sneeze again and he had been trying to hold it back. It didn’t really work. 
At least he didn’t sneeze on anyone he knew; it’d probably wash off with some hot 
water anyway. “Promise me you'll just stay put if it gets worse...” Chie pleaded with 
him, softly with her voice, yet oh so forcefully with her eyes, those big puppy dog 
eyes. They failed only once in Justin’s life; and that was one more than statistically 
should be possible. His stared back at Chie, eyebrows curved up a bit with some 
kind of sadness. He kind of felt bad making Chie worry about him like this, 
especially when it was something as silly as a cold; especially when she stared at 
him with those big brown eyes of hers. He shook his head and sighed after a 
moment. 


“...Fine. | promise.” Justin remarked after a while, slowly turning his eyes away from 
Chie and back towards the front of the class. His intention was to bluff, but for some 
reason staring Chie dead in the eyes while he lied to her just made his chest hurt; 
like he had been jabbed in the chest with a knife while the knife was on fire and had 
AIDS on the tip of it. He just couldn’t lie to her, especially not with that look on her 
face; so even though it started as a lie, it had ended as legitimate promise. He was 
kicking himself already for agreeing to this. One day’s pay would have went a long 
way with getting Maya that costume she wanted. All the same, Chie smiled softly at 
Justin as he turned his eyes away from her, giving him a soft playful shove before 
walking away a bit, reestablishing the small gap that had been between them a 
moment earlier. She didn’t want people getting the wrong ideas after all... or 
perhaps the right ideas. 


“Remember, though, you should always drink water afterwards! If you can, drink 2.5 
liters of water everyday! Why 2.5 liters, you ask? Well, I'll tell you! That's how much 
water you lose on a daily average.” Mr. Kondo continued to lecture the entire class 
on shit they either didn’t care about or shit they already knew. In Justin’s case, it 
was a matter of shit that no human being should logically be expected to keep in 
mind throughout their day. | mean, honestly, who the hell sat there measuring how 
many glasses of water they drank? You drink when you get thirsty; that’s all. No 
need to meet a prerequisite amount of water; just drink when you need to. Mr. 
Kondo’s eyes slowly scanned the group of teenagers, perhaps detecting how little 
they actually cared about anything he had been saying for the last two minutes or 
so. If they wanted to learn about their bodies, they’d take a health class. Here at PE, 
however, they expected to actually do shit; or at the very least not stand out here in 
the freezing cold just to be lectured. “...Hmm, | choose you, Souji! How much of 
those 2.5 liters of water do you think you lose by sweating? On average, of course.” 


“Wait what?” Justin remarked, surprised by suddenly being called in. He hadn’t 
been paying attention to this bullcrap at all. Did he even go over this crap before? 
Justin was not a fan of being drilled on shit he wouldn’t have been expected to 
know, especially when there was a chance of this being graded. It was like a pop- 
quiz, but only on irrelevant bullshit they had never talked about ever. Justin’s eyes 
darted about nervously, as though hoping someone knew the answer. Chie was 
clueless given the way she shook her head, so was Yosuke. Yukiko clearly knew but 
hadn’t quite caught on that he was hoping she would give him a hint, so he stopped 
looking towards her for an answer. And Yu? Well Yu was very bad at mouthing off 
words without making a sound. The motions he made with his lips wasn’t even close 
to what he was trying to say. Justin swallowed hard, realizing he was kind of fucked 
right about now. There was only one way out of this predictament; only one way he 
would leave here with his grade point average still in one piece. “Depends how fat 
you are.” Justin snidely remarked. The class almost immediately burst into giggles, 
though that wasn’t entirely unusual during the PE. Justin had grown a reputation as 
being a class clown; especially with teachers like Mr. Kondo who was always pretty 
cool with his jokes. Chie, on the other hand, was not, jabbing Justin in his rib as he 
insulted fat people everywhere. 


“Justin!” She shouted, yet whispered at the same time. Thankfully there were no fat 
people in this PE Class, and by that | mean Hanako, because if there was, shit would 
have hit the ceiling. You don’t just call out an entire demographic like that and 
expect to get away with it. Justin shook his head, a blank, yet tired-looking 
expression on his face all the while. 


“Please, if people get offended by that, it’s because they know they’re fat. And if 
they know they’re fat and don’t change it, it’s their own damn fault.” Justin 
defended his actions. Chie didn’t seem to quite buy into that same train of thought, 
though you could tell she was at least trying to understand where Justin was coming 
from. Her glare loosened slightly as she sighed, shaking her head with 
disappointment. One of these days Justin was going to get into some serious trouble 
with that mouth of his; and she wouldn’t be around to bail him out. What then? Mr. 
Kondo chuckled slightly, though you could tell he was only doing it because Justin 
had a snappy response, not because of the actual joke. Fat people were no joking 
matter in Inaba apparently; as if the fact that they sweat were a joke. 


“Very funny.” Mr. Kondo remarked sarcastically, rolling his eyes. It was clear to him 
Justin was side-stepping the question on purpose because he hadn't the slightest 
clue what the answer to that question was. “About 1.5 liters of water leave your 
body through waste, about .5 liters leave through breathing, and .5 from sweat! So 
you lose water from just being alive! See why it's so important to drink it!? | 
especially recommend that you drink water after exercise!” Justin’s eyebrow shot 
up with curiosity, eyes widening with surprise as Mr. Kondo laid the statistic 
smackdown on Justin. It wasn’t so much the actual smackdown that Justin had been 
caught off-guard by; that was nothing. He listened to that bullshit in school every 


single day (Save Sunday of course); Mr. Kondo actually teaching something wasn’t a 
new sensation. No, what had caught him off guard was the statistic itself. 


“1.5 Liters? Christ, how much do | piss on a daily basis?” 


